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Glimmer  of  Dawn 

Glimmer  of  Dawn  ! 

The  shadows  of  Night  are  fleeing 

As  the  light  steals  over  the  purple  hills, 

The  gloom-fetter'd  earth-life  freeing. 

Lo  !  the  Rose  of  the  East  doth  unfold, 

And  slowly  the  clinging  petals  dispart 

In  waves  of  shimmering  gold. 

The  lone  morning  star  is  waning ; 

Its  vigil  is  done,  for  soon  will  the  sun 

The  upper  sky  be  gaining. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  the  Morn  is  heard 

Borne  on  the  breeze,  as  the  unconscious  Earth, 

From  its  night-long  slumber  is  stirr'd. 

Glimmer  of  Dawn  ! 

O  a  soul  divine  is  waking, 

Sing,  sing  the  exultant  Song  of  Life, 

Dawn  is  breaking  ! 
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At  the  Gates 

And  down  the  stream  of  Life  I  saw  them  sail 
Unheeding  most  did  pass  in  calm  or  gale, 
For  sleepers  yet  were  they ; — some  few  I  mark'd 
Who  look'd  aloft  and  waited  firm  and  pale  ! 

Yet  seem'd  a  sadness  in  their  eyes  to  dwell, 
As  tho'  Remembrance  wove  again  the  spell 
Of  haunting  pleasure  from  a  'luring  world 
To  which,  unflinchingly,  they'd  said  farewell. 

Sail  on,  O  splendid  in  your  vast  resolve  ! 
The  goal  draws  near  :  But  say,  can  ye  forget. 
With  ne'er  a  sigh,  the  lov'd  things  left  ?     Those  eyes,- 
Betray  they  not  some  stirring  of  regret  ? 
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The  Night-Rider 

As  I  strayed  in  the  pale  starlight  alone, 
Dreaming  of  dead  hopes  now  far  flown, 
Dreaming  of  things  I  would  have  done. 

Came  a  youth  on  a  charger  by. 
His  face  with  a  rapturous  glow  was  bright 
And  dark  his  hair  as  an  ebon  night, 

When  no  moon  is  in  the  sky. 

Nor  left  nor  right  he  turn'd  his  head. 
But  on  as  tho'  by  a  spirit  led, 
Over  the  waste  that  far  outspread 

He  rode  unswervingly. 
And  I  mark'd  as  his  horse  the  clods  upturn'd 
The  eyes  of  the  youth  full  strangely  burn'd 

With  a  light,  exultingly. 

And  to  him  1  called  as  thus  he  sped, 
'Wakening  the  night  with  heavy  tread, 
"  Whither  away,  by  what  hopes  led 

Dost  on  thy  swift  steed  fly  ?  " 
And  a  voice  I  knew  was  none  but  mine 
When  I  was  young  and  living  divine 

Did  ring  out  in  reply  : 
1 1 


THE   NIGHT-RIDER 

*'  1  ride  to  the  Dawn  by  a  dream-voice  led, 
I  ride  where  my  soul  sees  its  goal  ahead, 
Away  to  the  distant  Dawn,"  he  said, 

And  passed  on  his  charger  by. 
And  the  night-breeze  sigh'd  as  I  turned  away, 
"  O  the  hope  and  pride  of  our  youthful  day, 

\\'hen  the  Dawn  is  seeming  nigh  !  " 
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The  Climber 

In  contemplation  of  the  wooded  plains, 
There  stands  high  on  a  lone  cragg'd  mountain  side 
The  Climber,  gaunt,  spare-faced  and  eagle-eyed, 
Whilst  steal  the  shades  around  as  daylight  wanes. 

Deepset  in  thought  he  gazes  far  below 

On  peopled  regions,  where  content  he  dwelt 

Among  his  fellow-men,  until  he  felt 

The  mystic  touch  that  set  his  heart  aglow ; 

And  resolute  he  scaled  the  mountain's  brow, 

And  sought  'midst   snow  and  darksome   clouds   the 

goal. 
To  which  in  restless  urge  was  driven  his  soul, 
When  he  obey'd  the  Call  and  dared  to  know. 

But  wherefore  creeps  the  sadness  in  his  eye, 
As  thus  above  his  fellow-men  he  stands? 
E'en  with  the  hard-won  prize  within  his  hands. 
Why  from  those  stern-set  lips  escapes  a  sigh  ? 
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Superb 

Heed  thou  the  urge  of  thy  soul  to  masterhood  ; 

The  Courage  of  Man  god-born  be  thine  ; 

Enjoyer  of  life  !     Conserver  of  Forces  ! 

Wielder  of  values  divine  ! 

Steppeth  he  proudly,  splendidly  calm 

With  the  god-like  gait  of  the  soul  elate 

And  glance  of  th'  unquailing  eye  ! 

His  the  poise  of  the  Mind  naught  can  perturb, 

The  spirit  that  naught  can  quell. 

And  a  body  responsive  still 

To  a  master  will, 

Like  the  high-bred  mettlesome  steed 

To  his  kingly  rider's  curb — 

O  this  the  life  of  a  god,  indeed 

Sublimely  grand  ! 

Superb  ! 
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Say,  Poet,  faring  forth  by  purling  stream 

And  brook,  or  'neath  the  stars,  or  thro'  the  mead, 

In  lonehness  to  muse,  dost  seek  to  read 

The  poem  writ  in  Nature-script  ?     Dost  dream 

To  hear  the  Song  o'  the  Master-poet,  God, 

Whereof  the  echoes  sound  amidst  the  spheres  ? 

In  vain,  O  anxious,  strainest  thou  thine  ears, 

In  vain  thine  eyes  :  for  Nature's  but  a  clod, 

Unmeaning,  dead,  a  body  void  of  Soul. — 

The  key  doth  lie  within  thyself  alone. 

To  all  the  ciphers  on  that  wondrous  scroll. 

Awake  the  sleeping  godhead  within  thee, 

Aye,  know  Thyself,  for  Thou  with  Him  art  One 

Thro'  whom  doth  swell  the  world's  grand  Antiphon, 

Creator  of  the  Cosmic  Symphony  ! 
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Whisperings 

What  whisper  they,  O  heart  of  mine, 
As  thro'  the  dinging  dusk  they  shine, — 
Those  stars  that  in  the  velvet  night 
Of  summer  burn  so  strangely  hright, 
That  Heaven's  face  seems  all  aglow 
And  passion-lit,  intense,  as  tho' 
Her  myriad  starting  eyes  would  tell 
Of  some  mysterious  siren  spell  ? 
Dost  catch  the  secret  they  impart? 
Breathe  they  of  Love,  O  pulsing  heart? 

What  do  they  urge,  O  soul  of  mine, 
As  thro'  the  inky  deeps  they  shine, — 
Unpitying  stars  of  winter  night. 
Crinkling  the  snow  with  points  of  light. 
Whilst  treeless  plains  stretch  far  away, 
To  melt  in  the  Dark  where  fled  the  Day, 
And  cold  winds  pile  up  drifts  of  snow. 
As  wandering  o'er  the  wastes  they  blow  ? 
Relentless  do  they  point  thy  goal, 
With  splendid  instancy,  O  soul  ? 
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To  Omar  Khayyam 

Savs  Omar — "  there's  no  meaning  in  Life's  plan, 
And  dark  oblivion  is  the  Fate  of  INIan, — 
So  stifle  memory,  fill  the  bowl,  carouse, — 
Forget  it  all  thus."     Aye,  if  we  but  can  ! 
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Despondency 

Ah  !  could  I  but  in  soothing  slumber  lie, 
Till  all  this  dragging  sorrow  passes  by, 
And  wake  oblivious  of  the  troubled  Past, 
Another  page  of  Life  afresh  to  try  ! 
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Richmond  Park,  4  a.m. 

AN  IMPRESSION 

The  park,  a  vast  green  rounded  floor,  uneven 
Roof'd  by  the  morning  sky  dull  grey  and  chill, 
A  dome,  all  fiU'd  with  nostril-tingling  air 
And  sound  of  waking  things  and  bird-song  shrill  ! 
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Evening  Calm  at  Sea 

The  evening  sky,  a  plain  of  twilight  green 

Stretching  away,  away  infinitely. 

Calm  profound  !  and  mirror- calm  the  sea 

Passionless  and  grand  in  sleep  serene  ! 

In  all  that  vast  expanse  of  sea  and  sky 

One  tiny  restless  thing  alone,  nay,  two, — 

The  vibrant  ship  that  driveth  strong  therethro', 

But  seeming  still  a  mere  unmoving  speck, 

And  yet  more  infinitesimal — I, 

With  mortal  fears  and  hopes,  pacing  the  deck  ! 
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Young  Lover,  Haste  ! 

Young  Lover,  dallying  with  your  precious  gift, 

Upon  your  airy  barque  of  dreams  adrift. 

Haste,  haste  for  Youth  is  but  a  passing  thing  ! 

Sweet  is  Love's  dream,  but  Time's  dread  pace  is  swift ; 

Grey  Winter  not  long  since  was  lovely  Spring  ! 

The  potent  smiles  whose  power  you  cannot  flee, 

The  dimpled  cheeks  and  tresses  flying  free, 

The  firm  young  flesh,  the  soft  white  hands  you  press. 

The  hearts  that  quicker  beat  at  your  caress, 

The  lips  that  in  Love's  lingering  kiss  you  meet, 

The  breasts  that  swell  to  yours,  and  eyes  that  greet 

With  warm  inviting  flash ;  soon  all  must  pass, 

As  like  to  wither'd  leaves  the  years  amass. 

And  Winter  creeping  in  with  leaden  feet 

Of  all  its  beauty  strips  our  garden  fair, 

And  leaves  it  standing  desolate  and  hare. 
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Chromis 

From  the  French  of  ANDuf:  ChIcnier 

Haste,  Chromis,  I  love  thee  and  beautiful  am  I, 
As  Diane  white  and  lithe  as  she,  and  like  her  tall 
And   proud ;   and  the  young   swains,  when   them  at 

evenfall 
I  pass  unheeding,  with  mine  eyes  downcast  and  shy, 
Doubt  if  I  be  a  mortal ;  and,  as  after  me 
They   gaze   surprised,   exclaim :    "  How   beautiful   is 

she ! " 
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Un  Jeune  Homme 

From  the  French  of  AndrJ;  Ch£nier 

I  WAS  yet  no  more  than  a  child,  and  she 
A  grown-up  lady  tall  and  passing  fair, 
Who  smiling  used  to  call  me  to  her  knee. 
And  often  thro'  her  dark  luxuriant  hair. 
And  o'er  her  face  and  contour  of  her  breast, 
iVly  hands  were  wont  to  stray  in  innocence. 
And  oftlimes  her  sweet  dainty  hands  in  jest 
Would  feign  to  chide  my  boyish  impudence  : 
But  'twas  when  bashful  lovers  round  her  hung, 
I  mark'd,  that  by  her  I  was  most  caress'd. 
How  often  (ah  !  but  what  feels  one  so  young  ?) 
Her  lovely  mouth  upon  my  face  has  pressed 
Fond  kisses,  till  her  suitors  seeing  my  joy 
Exclaimed  :  What  precious  waste  !  O  lucky  boy  ! 
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The    Ca?j-Ride 

A    REMINISCENCE 

Do  you  remember  still  our  ride, 
After  the  play,  in  the  cab,  that  night 
Sitting  together  side  by  side 
Just  you  and  I  in  the  dim  half-light? — 
In  every  treasur'd  detail  limn'd 
My  memory  holds  it,  still  undimm'd. 
I  see  you  now  as  you  sat  there, 
Of  my  ardent  gaze  all  unaware. 
So  near,  so  fair  ! — a  precious  flower 
You  seem'd, — entrusted  to  my  care, 
For  that  brief  while,  that  dear  dream  hour. 
Whose  all  too  rapid  flight  was  mark'd 
By  flash  of  street  lamps  whirling  by, 
And  bursting  into  our  recess 
Turn  by  turn,  with  quick  bold  eye. — 
Ah  !  as  I  thus  in  sweet  recall 
Look  back,  once  more  my  poor  heart  lies 
All  helpless  'neath  the  self-same  thrall,— 
The  ruffle  of  your  dress,  the  rise 
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THE   CAB-RIDE 

And  fall  of  your  soft -heaving  breast ; 

(I  wonder  if  you  could  have  guess'd 

The  feelings  surging  in  me  then  ?) 

Each  line  and  curve  I  trace  again 

And  linger  o'er  each  charm  and  grace, — 

The  profile  of  your  lovely  face  ; 

And  when  you  turn'd  to  speak  to  me, — 

Those  eyes  ! — in  which  I  look'd  and  lost 

Myself, — twin  pools  of  mystery  ! 

How  crowds  it  all  back  to  me  now  ! — 

Lips  parted  that  did  just  disclose 

A  glimpse  of  pearly  white  between  ; 

The  arch  o'  the  neck,  the  dark  eye-brow, 

The  cheeks  like  petals  of  the  rose, 

The  curve  of  the  chin,  the  shapely  nose, 

The  slender  hands  that  did  torment 

Me,  for  I  long'd  but  dared  not  press 

Them, — and  the  handkerchief  of  lace. 

My  final  vanquisher,  whose  scent 

So  sweet  and  subtle  scem'd  to  breathe 

Your  spirit  to  me,  and  did  place 

Me  unresisting  'neath  the  spell 

Of  sense-joys.     Full  upon  me  fell 

Your  sweet  enchantment,  and  like  rain 

Upon  the  parch'd  and  thirsting  earth 

Your  presence  drcnch'd  me  ;  strong  it  sent 

The  vibrant  blood  thro'  every  vein. 
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THE   CAB-RIDE 

God  !  how  I  long'd,  against  my  breast 

To  crush  you  !  from  those  Hps  to  drain 

Kisses  to  quiet  my  unrest  ! 

As  one  would  make  the  lovely  rose 

Yield  unto  one  in  long-drawn  breaths 

Its  scented  soul,  I  burn'd  to  close 

You  in  my  arms, — thus  mine  to  hold 

If  only  for  that  moment  mad.  .   .  . 

But  commonplaces  we  exchanged, — 

"The  play  was  good,"— "the  night  was  cold." 

And  so  we  talked,  convention-bound. 

We  two  alone  !  and  onward  roU'd 

The  cab,  and  I  sat  listening  to 

The  horse's  hoofs  upon  the  ground  ! 


Nereiya 

0  MAD  am  I  for  love  of  thee 

My  heart  is  but  one  ache  for  thee, 
Nereiya  ! 

1  am  consume'd  with  desire 
That  ever  leapeth  higher,  higher 
And  burneth  in  my  veins  Hke  fire, 

Nereiya,  my  Nereiya  ! 

As  moth  around  the  candle-flame 
I  dwell  upon  thy  love'd  name, 

Nereiya  ! 
Mine  eyes  are  blind  to  all  but  thee. 
Where  thou  art  not  all's  dark  to  me, 
Soul  of  my  soul  and  breath  of  me, 

Nereiya,  my  Nereiya ! 

My  hands  would  bleed  to  build  for  thee 
A  shrine,  a  temple  meet  for  thee, 

Nereiya  ! 
Where  all  alone  I  may  worship  thee 
The  goddess  thou,  the  deity. 
And  I  thy  jealous  devotee, 

Nereiya,  my  Nereiya  ! 
27 


To  N.  H. 

'TwAS  the  dream  of  a  moment  and  now  it  is  gone 
As  fades  the  soft  light  from  the  hills  in  the  West, 
And  the  dreamer  awakes  to  a  world  grey  and  lone 
With  a  sigh  on  his  lips  and  a  dull  aching  breast ! 

Ah,  Lady,  ah,  dear  one,  if  only  you  knew  ! — 
Almost  I  wish  that  we  never  had  met. 
From  the  fount  of  your  beauty  too  deeply  I  drew  ! 
And  alas  now  I  try  in  vain  to  forget  ! 
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Largesse 

Thro'  Heaven's  sunset  portals,  on  her  way 
Across  from  twilight  Dusk  to  Dawning  Day, 
The  heavy-jewell'd  Night  in  loveliness 
Doth  pass, — a  queen  distributing  largesse  ; 
And  royal  gifts  indeed  bestoweth  she  ! — 
Rare  things  of  fancy's  spinning,  dreams  divine 
That  by  her  magic  art,  in  sleeping  heads 
Do  beat  exquisitely  in  dream-throbs  fine, 
Like  music  that  vibrates  enchantingly 
O'er  trembling  strings  swept  by  the  wild  night 

breeze 
That  wafts  from  distant  lands  of  wizardry 
Its  wond'rous  melodies. 
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Sunset  Fancies 

I.— ERUPTION 

Sunset,  behold ! 

A  sky  all  fiery  gold 

As  the  volcano  of  the  West 

Doth  flame  in  conflagration  bold, 

And  from  the  heart  of  its  sun-crater  deep  aglow 

The  dazzling  lava-streams  of  gold  a-melt 

Burst  thro'  the  billowy  clouds  and  earthward  flow  ! 
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SUNSET   FANCIES 


II.— BENEDICTION 

Hush  !  'tis  the  benediction  of  the  setting  sun 
That  like  a  golden  monstrance  held  on  high, 
Hangs  o'er  the  edge  o'  the  solemn  evening  world 
By  the  purple  Altar  of  the  Western  sky. — 
Seem  all  things  nov/  in  holy  calm  enswathed 
And  Nature's  self  in  adoration  bow'd, 
As  broods  the  earth  in  sun-down  glory  bathed ! 
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SUNSET   FANCIES 


III.— CARGOES 

Sundown,  and  the  West  a  solemn  sea 
Of  jade  sky-depths,  distances  remote  ; 
And  therein  fairy  barge-clouds  float, 
By  still  cloud  isles  in  sunset  pageantry. 
What  is  the  precious  freight  they  bear  ? 
Star-gold,  moon-silver,  sun-jewels  rare, — 
Merchandise  for  lands  of  far  Faerie  ! 
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SUNSET  FANCIES 


IV.— OVERFLOW 

By  the  jutting  purple  headland  sinks  the  sun, 
An  o'erflowing  pot  of  golden  honey  pure, 
Wherefrom  a  trickling  stream,  a  shimmering  band, 
Doth  trail  over  the  gloss'd  sea-floor  between. 
And  falling  on  the  level  white  sea-sand 
Maketh  thereon  a  burning  rounded  pool 
Of  scintillating  amber-gold  a-sheen  ! 
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v.— THE  SUNSET  SMITHY 

The  sunset  furnace  burneth  fiery  red ; 
Methinks  I  see  the  elfin  craftsmen  there 
Full  busy  in  their  magic  workshop's  glare, 
Most  deftly  shaping  cloud-devices  rare, 
Things  strange  and  fanciful — all  fashiondd 
In  that  Smithy  of  the  West  from  purest  gold 
At  Sunset  hour,  ere  Night's  black  Wings  unfold. 
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OF  THE  QUEST 


D    2 


Awakening 


It  came  with  the  grandeur  of  mountain  heights 

And  the  might  of  rivers  in  flood ; 
It  came  with  the  silence  of  desert-wastes 

And  the  ocean's  vast  soHtude. 

It  came  with  the  march  of  a  myriad  stars 

In  a  firmament  of  flame  ; 
It  came  in  the  depths  of  sleep  profound 

With  the  whispering  of  a  Name. 

It  came  with  the  glad  step  of  the  spring 

And  the  morning  breezes  free  ; 
It  came  with  the  heart  of  a  little  child 

In  all  simplicity. 

It  came  with  the  beauty  of  wayside  flowers, 
That  nod  in  crannies  and  nooks  ; 

With  the  canticle  of  birds,  it  came, 
And  the  chant  of  crystal  brooks. 
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It  came  with  the  glimmer  of  the  Dawn, 

And  rainbows  in  the  sky  ; 
And  many  a  symbol  and  wonder-sign 

In  happy  augury. 

Thus  did  it  come  in  many  ways 

Beyond  all  reckoning ; 
O  Wonderful  !  most  Beautiful  ! 

The  Soul's  Awakening  ! 
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Nocturne 

Out  in  the  desert  waste  alone  I  stood, 

Alone  in  the  open  in  strange  abstracted  mood ; 

And  the  jewell'd  tropic  Night,  all  black  and  gold, 

Closed  in  about  me  thickly  fold  on  fold. — 

And  in  that  self-revealing  solitude 

Deeper  and  deeper  inwards  I  withdrew 

Till  the  gross  fetters  of  sense  from  me  did  fall, 

And  in  the  brooding  Dark  my  body  grew 

Part  of  the  Night ;  and  freed  from  fleshy  thrall 

My  soul  releas'd,  strange  power  and  vision  knew, 

As  all  around  it  the  infinite  heavens  rolled. — 

And  to  the  ends  of  that  Universal  Sea 

Was  felt  its  strength  and  throb,  its  mastery, — 

Star  of  the  stars  in  the  ocean  of  black  and  gold, 

Centre  and  Life  of  the  vibrant  pulsing  Whole, 

Soul  of  the  mystic  Night  profound, — my  Soul ! 
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The  Lost  Word 

Gold  gleams,  cold  gleams  the  distant  calling  star  ; 
But  bomid  are  the  feet  that  would  follow  fleet  the  light 

that  beckons  afar  ! 
Shatter'd  the  globe  of  Reason  and  spilt   the  liquid 

clear, 
Comes   Darkness    now    sudden    and    dreadful    and 

Loneliness  and  Fear ; 
The  straight  line  now  ajagg^d,  and  broken  the  golden 

thread 
And  voices,  wailing,  wailing  from  the  valley  of  the 

dead. 

Dread  Sleep,  death-deep,  and  a  dream-night's  heavy 

spell ; 
But  dark  bells  toll  the  knell  of  the  soul  that  is  plunged 

in  the  depths  of  Hell ! 
Now  mingle  shrieks  and  laughter,  and  the  flitting  of 

many  lights, 
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THE    LOST   WORD 

Asearching   for   the  Lost  Word  thro'  the  gloom   of 

cavern  nights. 
But   still  the  wheel  is  turning;  Perchance  this  very 

round 
'Twill  swing   black  chaos    to  order,  and  the   Word 

that's  lost  be  found  ! 
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Flood-Tide  and  Sunset 

Rangoon,  August  19 12 


Hush  !  it  is  flood-tide  and  'tis  eventime — 
Calm  as  a  slumbering  child.     And  thro'  the  air, 
From  distant  pagod'  tops  steals  faint  the  chime 
Of  vesper  bells  that  call  the  monks  to  prayer. 

Aslant  the  swelling  waters  of  the  Hlaing 
Soft  fall  the  mellow  evening  lights  as,  low 
In  the  Western  sky,  a  disc  thrice  magnified, 
The  deep  red  setting  sun  hangs  loth  to  go. 
Surrounded  by  a  sea  of  palest  green 
Wherein  long,  narrow  cloud-isles  float  serene 
And  motionless,  lit  by  the  sunset  glow. 


II. 

And  higher,  higher  mounts  the  eddying  tide, 
Seething  and  swirling  as  it  slowly  creeps 
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Nigh  level  with  the  land  surface,  till  large 
Above  the  bank  the  floating  vessels  loom. 

As  some  huge  monster  heavy  drugg'd  and  bound, 
Awakening,  slowly  moves  its  cumbrous  form 
And  heaves  its  giant  bulk  in  rage  supprest, 
And  putting  forth  in  vast  endeavour  all 
Its  strength,  yet  breaks  not  into  violence. 
So,  sullen  rolls  the  ponderous  sluggish  stream. 
Seemingly  smooth,  but  ominously  calm, 
And  mightier  in  that  its  stirrings  deep 
Show  not  in  futile-tossing  angry  waves. 

Still  pours  the  turbid  tide  voluminous, 
Aflooding  in  thro'  inlet  and  thro'  creek, 
As  the'  impell'd  by  some  wild  inward  urge 
From  out  of  its  accustomed  bed — to  rise 
And  rise,  yet  higher,  higher  welling  up. 
And  brimming  o'er  at  last  to  overflow 
Its  high-walled  barriers,  and  joyous  spread 
In  might  of  freedom  over  all  the  land. 
Thus  with  full  gather'd  force,  e'er  turn  of  tide 
The  swollen  stream  in  leashed  turbulence 
Climbs  ever  near  and  nearer.   .  .  . 
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III. 

O,  meseems 
A  kindred  spirit  with  the  flood's  is  mine, 
For  all  that  conflict  so  profound  yet  calm 
Within  me  stirs  as  with  the  restless  tide 
Mine  agitated  soul  too  seeks  to  climb 
From  out  itself,  and  'scape  from  finitude, 
Seething  and  swirling  even  as  the  flood 
In  exultation  of  emotions  lockt 
Within  the  breast. 

Rise,  rise,  O  river,  rise  ! 
A  soul  travaileth  strong. — Now  is  the  hour 
Of  self-revealment, — now  the  hour  supreme 
Of  my  attainment. — Almost  now  I  see 
The  free  and  endless  stretching  plains  of  God, 
As  my  full  soul  brims  o'er. 

Yet  higher,  higher  1 
Thy  strength  is  well  nigh  spent,  O  slackening  tide, 
O  flag  not  now,  yet  higher,  higher — God.  .  .  . 

IV. 

Sundown  Calm  !     Calm  of  the  abandon'd  quest. 
And  soothing  stillness  of  the  eventime  ! 
The  golden  sunset  hues  have  vanisht  quite 
The  distant  pagod'  bells  have  ceased  to  chime. 
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The  tide  is  at  its  full,  the  waters  still ; 
Only  the  greyness  of  oncoming  night 
Is  left — the  greyness  of  a  broken  will ! 
A  moment— and  the  baffled  stream  recedes, 
As  the  red  sun-disc's  rim  grows  less  and  less. 
Fast  sinking  'neath  the  sky  line  of  the  West, 
And  falls  the  tropic  night  with  suddenness. 
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Trance 

Lo  !  suddenly, 

As  the  water  of  a  rushing  stream 

Eddies  into  a  still  pool  on  the  side 

And  the  stream  flows  on  unheedingly, 

This  rushing  torrent  of  Myself  slips  by 

And  I  am  held  as  in  a  tranced  dream 

But  dimly  conscious  of  the  passing  tide, 

I — who  am  the  very  stream  ! — 

From  body-bondage  free 

And  from  the  rut  of  Personality 

Remote  and  far  remote  do  all  things  seem, 

Receding  infinitely. 

O  Ecstasy  supreme ! 

Escaping  from  the  bonds  of  thought 

O  soul  of  Me,  long-sought 

Almost  I  hold  thee  now, 

Almost,  almost 
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Valley-Gloom 

1  AM  a  dweller  in  the  valley-depths 
O'er-shadow'd  by  mountains  vast. 
Heavy  the  air  of  the  valley  wherein  I  move 
And  heavy  the  galling  chains  that  bind  me, 
And  which  in  body-bondage  hold  me  fast. 

Cleaving  the  deep  skies  in  proud  altitude, 

Sheer  rise  the  heights  pyramidal. 

And  dark  above  me  loom. 

But  'mongst  the  basic  shades  I  brood, 

A  helpless  thing  and  small, 

Sore  weigh'd  down  by  the  valley-gloom 

In  silence  and  in  utterest  solitude. 

Often  I  gaze  at  the  towering  peaks 
And  far  beyond  into  the  free  sky-spaces. 
Where,  Thou,  who  know'st  no  Other, 
O  Self  of  Me  attain'd,  O  Inmost,  dost  abide 
In  Infinite  Self-Contemplation. — 
But  crouch'd  in  the  dark  of  the  mountain-bases 
For  the  hour  of  my  release  I  wait, 
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When  flinging  my  fetters  aside, 
Triumphant  I  may  soar  body-free  and  elate 
To  Thee,  O  Soul  of  Mine  ;— 
Yea,  I  await  in  the  gloom  of  the  valley-places 
Thro'  the  long  dark  Night  of  the  Soul  I  await 
The  Atonement  divine ! 
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Sojourn 


Thro'  the  chambers  of  the  House 

I  roam  ever  restless. 

Some  are  heavy  and  full  of  gloom  ; 

Chill'd  I  move  in  them  fearful  like  an  old  man; 

Some  there  are  well-lit  and  warm, 

And  in  them  would  I  fain  tarry  awhile. 

But  ghost-like  I  wander  thro'  corridor  and  room ; 

Thro'  halls  of  loneliness  and  laughter, 

For  I  am  a  stranger  in  the  House, 

A  sojourner  of  a  day,  a  passing  guest  ! 

Always  my  heart  is  unquiet. 

Ever  I  seek  Thee,  O  hidden  One, 

O  Soul  of  Mine,  Myself, 

Thou  Ever-Present,  Thou  Eluding 

Thou  Unattainable  ! 

Ever  I  long  for  the  old  repose 

Ere  I  fared  forth  on  my  never-ending  quest. 


49  2 


Atman 

On  the  surface  of  Myself 

They  move  and  play, 

A  dance  of  whirling,  crackling  leaves  over  a 

tomb, — 
Sounds  and  sights  and  colours, 
Limb-movements,  body-feelings, 
Incessant  traffic-roar  and  hum  of  Life 
Flash  of  'buses,  trams. 
Colour  patches,  advertisement-hoardings. 
Playing  round  me  and  round  and  over. — 

On  the  surface  of  Myself, 

No  more  ruffling  than  frothy  bubbles  on  an 

Infinite  Sea, 
They  pulse  and  dart  and  agitate, — 
Loves  and  jealousies, 
Anger,  hatred,  misunderstandings. 
Greed  of  Fame  and  Wealth, 
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ATMAN 

And  honouring  of  empty  names, 

Pain-darts  and  joy-throbs, 

Pleasure-thrills, 

Playing  round  me  and  round  and  over. 

But  me  they  do  not  touch. 

Deep  within,  far  below  and  far, 

Me,  profound,  immeasurably  large 

Serenely  calm,  tranquil. 

Me  in  sanctuary. 

To  whom  all  this  buzzing  mass 

That    crawls    and    darts,    vibrates,    drips, 

shoots,  aches,  thrills  over  me, 
That  ever  plays  round  me  and  round  and 

over. 
Is  but  the  dance  of  wither'd  leaves. 
The  play  of  frothy  bubbles, 
Aye,  the  merest  stirring  of  the  dust  over  the 

grave  of  me. 
Deep  entomb'd  in  the  Silence. 
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